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Clinton snorted. " Oh, so that's it ! Why, I had word of that
yesterday, General,"
" You knew Rochambeau was marching from Newport to join
Washington ? " Arnold asked.
Clinton hitched his dressing-gown higher on his protuberant little
stomach, a sign that he considered the interview at an end, and wished
to leave the room. " Certainly, General," Clinton said. " In fact, I
think I've already heard it from two sources. We can't let ourselves
be drawn out by these reports, General, as you must well understand !
They'd like nothing better than to get us out in the open and cut
us off."
Arnold limped over to a map on the wall, peered at it hard ; then
turned to face the dumpy little figure in its dowdy dressing-gown and
elaborate white wig.
" General," he said slowly, " they've put their heads in a noose !
This information's vouched for by Mrs. Byles, and she hasn't made a
mistake yet. Those four thousand French troops are moving separately.
They're uniting ten miles from Kingsbridge, where they'll meet
Washington. Their baggage moves with 'em, and by ox team. Ox
team, General ! That means they'll be moving like cold molasses.
You can wreck the whole column with one sharp thrust. They'll be
so tangled with their oxen that they'll tie themselves in knots when
you attack I "
Clinton shook his head, " There's no reason why they should ihove
their baggage by ox team, my dear General. It's a trap ! "
" Never I " Arnold said. " Those rebels around Newport are just
turning an honest penny out of their oxen. The French can't help
themselves. Even if they could talk.English the Newporters would
skin 'em ! Listen to me, General! I know that country like a book !
I've fought all over it! I know every road and path and watercourse
and creek in it ! I know exactly where their columns'll unite. It'll be
right here." He rapped his finger against the map.
66 It's too long a chance, General," Clinton'protested.
a It's not! " Arnold shouted. " It's a certainty ! Look : here's
where Rochambeau's men will unite, ten miles from Kingsbridge."
He rapped his finger against the line of the Hudson River. " Here's
where Washington'll come over from Jersey with his two thousaijd
men to meet*Rochambeau at Kingsbridge. Let me try it, General!
I'll destroy both of'em."
" My dear General," Clinton protested, " I can't even think of
such a thing! Those dispatches that we captured showed clearly
that Washington intends to attack this city. I can't run tlie risk of
weakening the garrison."
Arnold wasn't a tall man.  Ordinarily I should have said that h&